SAFE CUSTODY

I bear my great-uncle's name, but had whoever sent
it known us by sight, he would have addressed it
to Hubert, not so much because he was the elder
as because he is plainly the leader of whatever company
he keeps.
Feeling something dazed, I told my cousin the news,
and within the hour we had left by train for the
village the police had named.
And there we were shown the dead man and were
told the truth.
This was ordinary enough.
A tire had burst, and the car in which he was
travelling had been overturned. The driver had been
killed outright: our great-uncle had died on the spot:
and his secretary, grievously hurt, had been carried
to hospital.
At once we drove to the town at which the survivor
lay, but though I think the man knew us, he gave no
sign. His brother had been sent for, and once or
twice he inquired if he had not come, but though,
as I afterwards learned, he fought for his life, he
died the next morning before his brother arrived.
That day, to our relief, our great-uncle's lawyer
appeared, and we were more than thankful to let
him take over the duties which we had begun to
discharge. I then returned to London, to fetch us
changes of linen and suitable clothes, while Hubert
stayed in Yorkshire to give what assistance he could
The inquest was held the next day, and the day
after that Nicholas Ferrers was kid in a fair church-
yard, but half an hour's walk from the spot where
he lost his life. The driver, who was not in his service,
was taken, I think, to the parish from which he hailed:
but the secretary, Harris, was buried by the side of
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